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parrot got shut, by chance, in the cupboard, and,
attempting to gnaw his way out, was mistaken for
a rat, and father took the shovel to kill him, while
mother carefully opened the door so that the rat
might squeeze his way out to be killed, but poor
Poll got the blow instead, and had his neck broken.
All that day my father stayed at home weeping for
Polly, and no business misfortune in my recollection
ever affected him as the death of the parrot did.
He could flog me without mercy, but he could not
see the suffering of a domestic or wild animal with-
out tears, nor would he tolerate in us children the
slightest tendency to cruelty to the least living thing.
I have alluded to the differences between him and
my mother on the subject of education, the inutility
of which, beyond a common-school standard, he made
an article of faith, and the return to the workshop
for the balance of the vacation, after my school-
teaching failure, was the occasion of the final battle.
As the vacation drew to an end, and the time which
was still available for studying up the subjects of
the last term, for the examination on reentering,
approached its imperative limit, I notified him that
I must stop work. He said nothing until I had
actually given it up and gone back to my study,
about two weeks before the examination day. Com-
ing home from the shop that day to dinner, in a
very bad humor, he asked me why I had not been
at work. I replied that I had barely the time abso-
lutely necessary to make np my arrears of study to
enter college for the next term. Then he broke outenter- to which I
